| am Ezekiel, an angel of the Lord. 
And today | know what it is to be human. 


They say | had once lived as a man, so long ago that the dust of my bones has passed from 
human memory. They say | had lived a life of a priest, a life of a warrior. They say that once 
upon a time, | had a wife and a hearth; that | had fought in the name of God even then, trapped 
in a fragile shell of blood and bone. Humans quote passages from the Holy Book, and call them 
my word. Yet, my word had always been God’s word. 


My memory may stretch for thousands of years, but it contains only the words of God; it 
contains that which is common to us all, the light and the cold and the obedience. 


But today | know what it is to be human. 


Thousands of years of watching had not prepared me. A gardener watches over his hyacinth, 
he shelters them from the cold and protects them from the unforgiving frost. He admires their 
beauty. But he does not cry when they are gone. Because he does not feel what they feel; he 
cannot comprehend the full glory of the sun, the ache for sweet summer rains, the kiss of wind 
on their petals. 

So | have watched humans live and die, love and cry, and though | did shelter them from the 
cold and protect them from the frost, | could not know why they kill and why they suffer. | could 
not understand the fire that propels them, the fury with which they fight for every moment in this 
world. 


Today | understand. Because today, deep within a breastbone of a man, | have felt this thing 
that humans call love. 


And it is chaos. A bitter river of tears and pain, a torture unknown. | have seen adoration in 
another man’s eyes, strong enough to break the Heavens. | have felt the devotion of another 
man’s hands, a blessing as sweet as the touch of grace. | have felt despair and | have felt joy, 
and learned that human soul can contain both at once. And even though the words were not 
meant for me, | have heard a whisper of a man call me his beloved. 


In this prison of blood and bone, | have learned to cry. In another man’s breastbone | have 
learned to yearn for passion. And through his eyes, my own were opened. 


My name is Ezekiel and | was once an angel of the Lord. 


But today | am human and | am loved. 


